MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

with me when I had lived there last, and, as soon as we
arrived, the familiar surroundings kindled afresh, in the
former's mind, the memory of his lost friend. He again
began his hopeless quest. It was not the habit of my mon-
gooses, as a rule, to leave the immediate vicinity of my
camp, unless they were following me, and that Rikki-
Tikki should have departed from this habit in his anxiety
to find his vanished companion shows how profound was
his affection for her. Once, as I had lost trace of him, I
sent after him a search-party of boys, who found him at a
distance of over a mile from Mwakete!

Six weeks passed before he appeared to resign himself to
the inevitable, and I succeeded at about that time in pro-
curing another lady mongoose to keep him company; but
she was still very young, and although the two became
friendly, she did not obliterate altogether from his
memory the image of his first love.

After the lapse of six months, I left Mwakete for
Buanji, a country situated at the northern end of the
Livingstone Range. In the course of this journey my
safari crossed a former track of mine, where I had passed a
year before, when Mzuri was still alive. We camped at the
same place where we had camped on that first occasion.
After the tent had been pitched, and Rikki-Tikki released
out of his travelling-box, he became restless, started ferret-
ing about in one direction and another, and finally took up
the search again with such intensity that, as I intended to
continue my march on the following morning and feared
that I might be delayed if he strayed, I had to shut him up
again in his box.
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